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	1. ONE

**1.**

Lucas Friar wasn't the tipical jealous kind of guy. Or, at least, he thought so.

The first time that boiling feeling came across his path happened when Charlie Gardner, a little bit creepy, asked Riley to the semi-formal.

It was the very first time he felt his blood heating up in his veins. The shakiness in his legs was almost too much for him to remain standing.

He never thought he would feel like that again. Especially for Riley.

Not since he chose her best friend, the petite and fired up blonde, to be his girlfriend.

But when Jordan Stewart, the new student, showed up, it all changed.

Riley hadn't been seeing anyone since that horrible day in her bay window months ago. And he regretted it every single day by watching the pain in her eyes whenever she had to see the couple holding hands.

It was too late to back up on his decision – he had broken her heart already.

Yet, when Jordan walked in class that very monday morning, he knew things were about to change and little did he know how right he was.

Jordan was tall, with light brown curls covering up his head and shining blue eyes.

"Subway girl," he said once he laid eyes on the brunette. "You owe me a date."

Riley was shocked to see the same boy from the subway in her class. And she was even more shocked to open a bright and wide smile in response at him.

"Oh, do I?" she was well aware of the curious looks of her classmates behind her. She didn't care, though. It had been too long since she felt wanted by someone. Or anyone, for that matter. And by the sparkling look in his blue eyes, she knew she had to play along. "What do you have in mind?"

Lucas watched the interaction, his nails digging into his palms in his spiked fists. He had called her subway girl, which could only mean they've met there.

Lucas's eyes were seeing red – _how could she do that?_ It was_ their_ thing! _Their_ first date place! _Their_ first kiss!

Lucas Friar knew exactly how much he wanted to stand up and punch Jordan's perfect jaw, but everything inside of him screamed to him in alert. If he'd done that, Riley Matthews would never forgive him. That was the last thing he wanted to do, since he was the reason she was still in so much pain.

Riley didn't have to say a word, his guilty heart could read through her empty expressions.

Maya was too busy looking at the pretty brunette boy to notice her boyfriend's anger.

If Maya had to be honest with herself, she hadn't been noticing Lucas for a really long time now.

Their relationship was good at first – although, they barely talked. All they had was their make out sessions, which felt good at the beginning, but now not so much.

The less they kissed, the more they were drift apart.

Maya had her art class to be occupied with and Lucas had basketball. The only time they acted as the real couple they were, was in the hallways, when their hands always met with one another.

They were driven away from each other and neither one of them knew how to tell the other that.

It wasn't working. In fact, it never did. Not even their lips touching vividly and roughly.

So when Lucas felt the heat climbing out through his limbs, as Riley laughed to something the Jordan guy had just said, he knew what was missing inside of him; what he missed Maya couldn't ever give to him.

Yet his choice was made; Riley had a new subway boy in her life and it hurt to know it wasn't him.

A wrong and thoughtless decision. That was all it took to make his heart cry out in pain.

Now he had to pay the price.


	2. TWO

**2.**

Riley sat by herself at the bay window, letting the memories of that day strike her mind.

She'd seen the fire in Lucas's eyes, but she didn't know what to make about that. It couldn't be possible he was jealous, right? Not after everything they've been through… No, she probably just imagined that.

She had been waiting for so long to just a little bit of hope that someday he would come back to her. She knew it was wrong to wish for her best friend and her boyfriend to break up, it was even more wrong to dream about his deep and beautiful green eyes. However, as much as she told her heart, in the middle of the tears that used to dance in her cheeks, to stop wanting what she could never have, she couldn't just wash away her love for Lucas out of her system. It was too strong to easily move on. Or to simply forget.

But Riley Matthews would never shed a tear in front of her friends. She would play her part as the comprehensive best friend and pretend she was fine.

If she kept telling herself she was, eventually she would be. Right?

As she watched the sun come in through the open curtains, her mind went running to the look of the blue eyes glancing at her. Jordan was a very sweet guy and she had to admit that her body felt strange things around him. Even when they met at the subway a few months ago.

Funny thing fate was. First she fell into Lucas's lap and in that very same day he walked in at her dad's class. Now Jordan had done the same.

But maybe, this time, this subway boy had come to stay.

_Maybe, this time, someone would choose her._

* * *

><p>Their lips crashed roughly and his hands were creating slow paths around Maya's waist. When they got at Maya's apartment, they were immediately drawn to each other's mouths. It wasn't like they needed one another, it was more like they needed to forget.<p>

Lucas needed to feel something else than the anger and guilt still crawling inside of him. Maya needed to erase the color of blue of someone's elses eyes.

They weren't doing a great job, though. Lucas wished more than anything that the girl under him had warm brown eyes. Maya wished the boy over her had shining brown curls.

It wasn't long until they realized the taste of their mouths felt wrong. Lucas pulled apart, afraid of looking into his girlfriend's eyes.

"What is wrong with you, Lucas?" she asked, arranging herself in her bed and brushing her fingers through her messy hair.

Lucas continued to stare at the red sheets, sighing in anguish.

"I don't know," he finally replied, his voice just a murmur.

He didn't want to talk, that's why he ended up in her room in the first place.

"I'm sorry," he turned his head to see the blonde girl supporting her jaw in her knees. She looked even more confused than he did.

He leaned to Maya, grabbing her hand and pulling her closer to his shivering body. "Let's not talk just for today, okay?"

"Okay," she whispered before their mouths were intertwined once again.

Thinking was overrated.

* * *

><p>When Maya didn't show up at the bay window the next morning to pick her up, Riley felt an ache in her heart she was more familiar than she expected to be.<p>

Maya barely walked her to school now. She sighed, gathering her backpack and going through the door. The firescape never felt so misplaced before.

She liked taking the subway to school. She liked watching with amazed eyes the grown ups running around, late or just enjoying the rush of the city that never sleeps.

Crazy Hat was sitting in her regular bench, also observing the moviment around her.

Riley couldn't shake the weird and sudden need of sitting next to her. She couldn't care less if she was going to be late or not.

She mostly didn't care about anything anymore.

"Where's the blonde one?" Crazy Hat asked, her brows arched in doubt. "Aren't you glued to each other or something?"

Riley's eyes fell to the floor under her boots. "She's not coming."

Crazy Hat immediately understood the seriousness of the situation once she caught the hurt in the brunette's eyes.

"Oh, honey," she opened her arms to welcome the tall girl into her chest. They hugged tightly and Riley had to claim all the strength she had in her body to not cry. After all, she promised she wouldn't.

"It's going to be alright," the older woman mouthed with her lips touching Riley's forehead. Her hands caressing friendly the girl's arms.

"How do you know that?" Riley asked, her voice shaken with the tears she was trying so hard to hold back.

"I know you two. That's more that I can say for a lot of people. And I know that whatever it is happening between you right now, you're gonna get through it."

Crazy hat put her thumb under Riley's chin, lifting her head and looking directly into her tired eyes.

"Look, Riley, I've never seen a friendship like yours before. A bond as strong as what you guys have is hard to find. It's difficult sometimes, but it's worth it. Give it time, sweet girl," Riley nodded, finally able to let out a relieved breath she didn't know she was holding.

"You'll see."


	3. THREE

**A/N: **_I'd like to thank you all for the kind reviews and for following this story. It really means a lot and it's what got me to write this chapter so soon. I hope I'm not rushing to anything and don't worry, Jordan and Riley's relationship will be a topic discussed in the following chapters. Also a friendly reminder that this story is Rucas centric with a lot of angsty, yet not friendly Lucaya though. I will try to write the characters as fairly as I can. This is the biggest one so far and I think you guys might like it. :)_

**3.**

Maya arrived at school earlier than usual and went straight to her art classroom. The only thing that could give an ease to her thoughtful mind was the excessively good feeling of the wooden paint brush touching her skin.

The white canvas soon was filled with all the colors of the rainbow once she drew a familiar face on it. She seemed to be drawing the exact same thing for the past few weeks.

She knew what drawing Riley meant. She knew the extension of the pain she was feeling was almost as big as the guilt she carried.

Maya couldn't bare be the the person bringing the darkness to her best friend's life, but it seemed to be only thing she knew how to do lately.

That was one of the reasons why she stopped showing up at her window. That's why she couldn't even lift her head to look at Riley whenever she stepped in on Mr. Matthews' class. It was too much to forgive.

While her hands painted Riley's heart-shaped face frenetically, her eye sight was lost with the images of the day Lucas Friar became her boyfriend.

They were all waiting for his response, but once he said it out loud, Maya couldn't believe it. _He had chosen her._

She would never forget the tears in Riley's chocolate brown eyes and she would never forget the happiness growing inside her heart as well.

She felt a mix of different feelings she couldn't even begin to understand. She actually haven't gotten to that point yet.

At first, being with Lucas seemed like the right thing to do. He was such a good guy – what girl would dare to dislike him?

But that was simply it. He was a good guy and she didn't know much else about him besides of his so long lost Texas dark side, the loyalty he cherished for his friends and how his southern accent transpired once he got excited. It wasn't enough.

However, kissing him was even better than she had ever imagined kissing someone else.

She was mistaken – the old flame that sparkled through her limbs every time he touched her, now was replaced by numbness and sometimes disgust.

Not for Lucas, though. For herself.

She was the reason everything changed. She and her stupid feelings.

For a while, Maya used to went to bed wishing to open her eyes the next morning knowing it was all a bad dream. She would wake up to a smiley Riley, a huckleberry Lucas, a big mouth Zay and a very much equally in love for her Farkle.

Her blue eyes watered whenever she realized it wasn't a dream and reality kicked in heavier than usual.

Maya lost her best friend, the only person she was so sure of never losing.

Zay and Farkle were still there, not _entirely_, since she knew they blamed her for the current group situation – how could they not? She blamed herself too.

Then there was Lucas... It was clear to her that he wasn't happy either, yet she had no idea why. He had chosen her, hadn't he? If Lucas didn't want to be with her, than why was he so damn miserable?

She sighed, putting the paint brush down. She faced what it used to be a Riley drawing, but all she saw was a full black canvas.

The tears she fought so hard to contain were now blurring her eye sight.

While she sobbed, someone walked in, although she couldn't make one plus two out of the rain falling down her cheeks.

"You okay?" a hand patched her shoulder, moving seconds later to her chin, lifting it up. "What's wrong?"

Farkle asked, his brow arched and a weird sensation punching down his throat. Watching one of his best friends crying was the least thing he expected to witness not only now, but ever.

Maya's sobs got higher and uncontrollable once she realized who it was. She stood up so quickly the stool she was sitting on fell awkwardly loud on the floor.

Her arms made their way around Farkle's neck and she embraced him so tight it got hard for them to breath.

Farkle couldn't complain, or at least he wouldn't dare. It was hard enough to be the one watching Maya breaking down and he could only imagine why. He had a guess it had something to be with Lucas, Riley and maybe Jordan's sudden transfer.

"It's okay," Farkle said, his voice just a light whisper through her blonde curls. "It's going to be okay."

Maya suddenly pulled out, her expression screaming reassurance over his words. "It's not, Farkle! I screwed up."

With his thumb, Farkle dried out the rest of her tears. "It's not your fault."

Maya's eyes grew wider by the words coming out of his mouth. "Stop lying to me!"

Why would he, out of everybody, lie to her?

Her vulnerability turned into anger in a blink of an eye. She pushed him way and walked anxiously around the room.

"Riley can't even look at me! And I've known _you_ for far too long to know you also blame me for her pain!" she screamed, but the tears had stopped. "Even Zay! He is so disgusted by me he can't even speak more than five words to me! And Lucas–"

"What about him?" Farkle asked, intrigued by the turn of events in front of him. Expect it wasn't exactly what she expected to hear him say.

"Is this why you came here? To talk to my about Lucas? And how wrong our relationship are?!"intimidatingly stepping closer. Even though Maya was significantly smaller than Farkle, she managed to put her face up to him; the tip of their noses almost touching.

"That's one way of looking at things," Farkle calmly replied. He wasn't afraid of Maya, he just wished she would trust him enough to open up to him.

Yes, he may had chosen a side when it all went down. But Riley was the one heartbroken, not Maya. By the distressed look in her face and the redness forming in her eyes, apparently he got that all wrong.

Farkle got so focused on Riley's feelings for Lucas that he forgot about Maya's feelings for Riley. Or for them, for all that matters. It honestly wasn't his intention, it just sort of happened. If anyone could hide her true self of anyone, that would've been Maya. For a genious, Farkle was really dumb.

"I'm sure you are all rooting for the day we break up, aren't ya? Is Riley cheering for that too? But you know what, Farkle?" her sharp blue eyes shone with the words unspoken. "That is _not_ going to happen."

One second she was crying her heart out and holding him for dear life, begging for some kind of support. The other, she was storming through the door, walking far away from him.

Farkle was left speechless, frustrated even, while the bell rang announcing the first period of classes of the day.

Some of the art students started to take their sits, knocking Farkle out of his trance.

Maya needed him. And he would do anything to help her.


	4. FOUR

**4.**

The only class they all had together was the usual History class with Mr. Matthews.

Riley walked in, taking her regular seat at the front of the classroom. She took a deep breath, knowing exactly what she would have to handle once the dearest high school couple would make their way there.

The only positive side of being in high school was that they no longer sat all together. Now, Lucas and Maya claimed the other flank of the room, while Riley proceeded to keep her seat at the middle of them all, with Farkle and Zay rounding her.

Fate, though, was a curious thing, since the table behind her had always been empty until the day a new student came along. It now belonged to the pair of piercing blue eyes.

Maya went on so fast to find her seat she looked like a blur. Riley found it weird to see the girl alone, and most importantly, the reddish tone of her cheeks and swollen face.

Riley knew Maya's features well enough to realize what she had already been thinking, that her so long best friend had been crying, which was extremely concerning since Maya barely cried, especially on school.

As much as she was dying to run to Maya, she kept that weird desire, shrugging and turning her attention to the blackboard. Riley withdrew her notebook out of her pink backpack and millimetrically arranged all of her stuff over her table. If she couldn't control anything in her life anymore, the least she could do was to keep her stuff tidy and cleaned up.

It was literally the only thing that kept her sane after everything she'd been through with Lucas and Maya. Perhaps she had created an obsessive habit of cleaning up, perhaps she had done that so many times wherefore her mind would be distracted enough to not remind her body of the funny feeling it got whenever the emerald eyes used to look at her.

"Hey," a soft voice echoed in her ears. It was Jordan's. She looked up to meet those hypnotizing pupils.

"Hi," she answered with a smile, intrigued by the strong nostalgic feeling growing inside her chest.

Jordan took his seat behind her. "So, I was thinking about our date…" She turned her neck to have a better view of his cream skin color. He was absolutely handsome while his curls fell unsteadily over his forehead. "What about a movie night?"

She frowned clearly uncomfortable with the memories rushing in through her eyes.

"Riley?" he asked calm. She was so quiet he doubted she was breathing. All of those horrible and painful days invaded her like a bullet aimed directly to her heart. Charlie Gardner. Her yearly New Year party. Popcorn and chocolate. "You okay?!" He touched her shoulder instantly bringing her back to reality. She got lost at the memories that still haunted her whenever she went to sleep.

She put a smile on her face – the one she got so damn used to. "Why don't we do something different? We're in New York, after all."

"Got any ideas, subway girl?" a smirk showed up in Jordan's lips. Riley was able to relax a little bit. It was weird how his presence had a calming influence in her, it was even weirder that she was _that_ to someone else.

"Hm," Riley started to poke out places ideas for the both of them to enjoy themselves where the weight on her shoulders wouldn't follow. "I like picnics," she finally said, remembering the Matthews family lost tradition. Although they barely used to go now, Riley rejoiced by the vivid and happily memories of it all.

"Saturday, Central Park. I'll pick you up at 5," Jordan blank letting the already smile in his mouth grew wider. He was very much excited to spend a whole afternoon with the most interesting girl he had ever met.

"I'll prepare the snacks," Riley jumped enthusiastically in her seat, biting her lower lip.

"It's settled then. It's a date," Jordan played around with his eyebrows, lifting one of his free hands to touch softly Riley's cheek with his fingertip.

His skin on hers made the touched spot tingle. A thrill she had only gotten once by another a long time ago.

"It's a date," her flushed cheeks gave her face a slight adorable touch, making Jordan's heartbeats race faster than usual.

Little did the most likely to be soon a couple knew that a pair of emerald eyes had been watching them all along.

Riley tucked a strand of hair behind her ear while the chocolate brown of her eyes sailed hopelessly in the ocean blue of Jordan's.

The teen couple turned their attention quickly to the head of the class when the bell alarm rang announcing the beginning of History.

"So, the French Revolution," Mr. Matthews entered the room already writing on the blackboard.

Riley couldn't pay attention to what her dad had to say. Meanwhile, she got caught daydreaming with the taste of fresh strawberries and the sweet apple smell provided by the pie she would be cooking before five on Saturday.

She hadn't felt so happy in so long and perhaps for that, her brain decided to erase the information of a certain blonde girl sitting a couple of desks away from her, with her curls covering her reddish face, while she sniffled quietly. Perhaps for that Riley also didn't noticed the steamy look coming from the boy that made a terrible choice a few months ago.

Not even the earlier conversation with Crazy Hat popped up in her mind. All she could think about was about how the weather would be this weekend and if maybe going out to Central Park would be a good a idea. Rain was always a possibility.

Riley Matthews was happy and nothing, or no one, could've changed that.

* * *

><p><strong>AN:** _I'm still not sure where this is going, but I'm hopeful you guys will like it. I've been getting a lot of comments about Riley and Jordan's relationship so I thought it would be good to explore it a little bit. I know there's a lot of drama going on right now, but it's needed to be written or else it won't make sense later. But don't worry, everything will be solved soon. Maybe not the way you guys are expecting, but still. Thank you for following this story and for your kind reviews. It means a lot ot me. 3 Elle, by the way, this one is for you. _


	5. FIVE

**A/N: **_Hello! I'm really really glad you guys are enjoying this story and that's why I'm updating so soon. I have everything sorted out up until chapter 9 and after that, let's see what happens. Thank you so much for following this and your amazing reviews! You guys are the best! :)_

* * *

><p><strong>5.<strong>

Lucas's head was everywhere except where it should be – in the game.

He tried to concentrate yet whenever he tried, someone ended up getting hurt by the strength he put into his body crashing against others.

The basketball practice started less than half an hour ago and Lucas had already knocked three of his team mates out. The coach warned him multiple times hadn't he find focus on what he was doing, Lucas would get suspended from the next game, which would only harm his team since he was the captain after all.

He closed his eyes, taking a deep breath, searching inside of himself something that could help him to calm the anger flowing through his veins. He managed to calm down for a while, until his mind went running to the image of Jordan touching Riley's face.

He never saw it coming – when he noticed what he had done, Dave was already on the floor covering his stomach with his hands, crying in pain.

"What the hell is wrong with you today, Lucas?" coach's eyes darkened while he shouted, kneeling down to help the fallen boy.

"I don't… I'm–" Lucas stuttered, all the words in the world suddenly disappeared. His hands were shaky.

"Out! Now!" he forced his legs to move and he ran away from the court, entering like a hurricane in the boys changing room. The sound of the metal against his closed fist echoed through the room.

"Lucas, what the hell, man?!" Zay came in breathing unsteadily and Lucas recognized the look in his friend's face. _Fear_. That was enough to make the blonde one shrink in shame.

"I don't know," he replied honestly. Lucas ran his fingers through his sand tone hair, sighing bitterly. What _was_ wrong with him?! He sat on the bench, supporting his elbows over his knees covering his face.

"Come on, man, talk to me," Zay occupied the empty place beside his friend and squeezed Lucas's shoulder.

Zay had been worried about Lucas since he got back to Texas before middle school's graduation. He thought several times that if he hadn't left to his hometown for those dreadful weeks, maybe things wouldn't have gotten to this way. _Maybe_…

Lucas turned to his best friend, showing his reddish and sweaty face, also finding comfort in Zay's black eyes.

"It's all my fault, Zay. This is all my fault. I really screwed up, didn't I?" he said, visibly disturbed.

Zay frowned not sure if he'd understood what the boy next to him was saying. "What are you talking about, dude?"

"Us. The whole group. Maya… Riley," he sighed again – the pain and guilty consuming his expression. "I think I made a mistake, Zay."

"I see," Zay let go of Lucas's shoulder and scratched his own neck.

"You do?" Lucas raised his brows.

"Yep," Zay's eyes stared the smashed locker in front of him. "Correct me if I'm wrong but you regret your decision."

It wasn't a question. Lucas's silence was more than enough to let Zay go on.

"You regret choosing Maya," it wasn't a question either and by the look of the green eyes, he had gotten it all right.

"I mean, it was great at first. I really thought we could work things out… It _felt_ right. At least it seemed to be," Lucas kept his head down, afraid of what he could see in Zay's face. Perhaps he would hate him as much as he hated himself. "We don't talk. We never did. We have absolutely nothing in common. I thought–"

"You thought choosing one of them was the right thing to do?"

"I guess so," he couldn't make himself look anywhere but the ground. The shame above him was too much to bear. He really didn't want to talk – it just felt like it was right time he did it.

"And this whole new clarity of yours has something to do with a certain new student?" Zay asked reluctantly. Lucas didn't need to say anything; the low grunt that came out of his throat answered it for him.

"Lucas, the only thing I know is that whatever is happening between you and Maya isn't working. And you have to be honest with her. She ain't happy either."

"How do you know that?" the green eyes turned to him, confusion all over his pupils.

"Dude, the fact that _you_, her boyfriend, can't see it gives you enough reason to end it already," Zay laughed quietly, slapping Lucas on the back.

"I thought you were rooting for my relationship with Maya," the blonde said softly, he didn't actually know what else to say.

"You know why my big mouth always gets me into trouble?" when Lucas nodded a _"no"_, Zay continued. "'Cause I know exactly what to say. I am an observer, Lucas," he paused, sighing. "I knew the game you guys were playing and I must say, I found it truly funny. That doesn't mean I wanted you to do what you did."

"But I thought–"

"Ah! Lucas Friar is always doing what he thinks people want him to do," Zay turned to look right into Lucas's eyes. "You never bothered asking me what I thought, Lucas. You made a decision out of your own suspicious." The shared a deep stare at one another. "I know that I said a lot of stuff that might have clouded your mind, but it was your call."

Lucas groaned remembering a long time ago when someone said in his yearbook that Lucas Friar would most likely to be okay with everything. Now he wasn't.

"Look, I know you thought you were doing what was best for everything and no one blames you for that. Well, expect for Riley but," Lucas lifted his head right up, his heart beating loudly in his chest. Zay slammed his forehead once he realized what the words he had just said meant. "Sorry, dude. Anyway… You're a good guy, Lucas, but you have to figure it out what you want before it's too late."

Lucas knew what he wanted. And she had the most beautiful chocolate eyes he had ever seen.

"Thank you, Zay," Lucas leaned closer and they held each other for a brief moment before they pulled apart.

"That's what I'm here for," Zay stood up and started to walk to the door.

"Zay…" the boy stopped, turning around to find a very uneasy Lucas picking up the inside of his nails.

"What?"

Lucas wasn't sure if he wanted to ask what he desperately needed to know, at least not out loud. If he did it, Zay would know he'd been paying far too much more attention to someone who isn't his girlfriend than he should.

"Do you think Riley is really going out with that Jordan guy?" he looked like a hopeless puppy with sad, sad eyes, scared to hear the next answer.

"Before you sort your shit out, I'm not talking about Riley with you. You want her back? Fight for her. But she's finally allowing herself to be happy again and if you hurt her again, no matter how strong you are, I will find a way to kick the crap out of you."

Lucas gulped shaken by the sudden change in Zay's tone of voice. He had no idea how protective he's gotten over Riley for the last few months.

For the first time it was Lucas's time to be startled.

"I won't hurt her, I promise. I could never…" Lucas hesitated.

"Well, that's what you said before and look what's gotten all of us into."

Zay turned to leave, yet there was one more thing left to say.

"Don't make promises you can't keep, Lucas."


	6. SIX

**A/N:** I_t's been awhile, I know! But I struggled more than I thought I would to write this chapter because I'm not very fond of Maya myself but I'm trying very hard to keep things on the show's perspective. Anyway, next chapter will be a lot of fun and I'm excited to see where this is going from now on. I'm so so so thankful for all of your reviews and nice comments, you guys are the reason I'm still writing TSiG. Also a huge thanks to Elle for always supporting me. She said she cried reading this chapter and I hope to get the same out of all of ya. Haha!_

* * *

><p><strong>6.<strong>

Maya was focused on the sketch on her lap; the pencil trapped between her fingers while her hands furiously scribbled. With headphones on and a song she didn't even recognized playing loudly, Maya found herself lost in her fantastical little world of colors.

The previous day had been really harsh on her and so did arguing with Farkle. However, the anger and disappointment glued to her skin as if they belonged there–it wasn't easy to control these feelings inside of her.

The tears came easily through her yes and she couldn't handle it anymore.

That very afternoon, trying to forget everything that happen the day before–breaking down in front of Farkle and not being able to even look herself in the mirror–Maya arrived home, rushing to her room, leaving a speechless Katy Hart in the living room.

Even though Katy wanted to talk or simply understand what was going on, Maya had a way to cut her off whenever she brought things up. Katy knew her daughter and Lucas were somewhat together as much as she knew Riley's face was turning into a shadow in her memories. Maya barely left the house anymore and it felt like the Matthews' place never existed to her baby girl.

She only wished to understand why. Katy could only imagine–she had a good guess that the whole situation had something to do with the fact that apparently her daughter had a boyfriend, yet hearing the words from Maya's mouth would give her concrete answers she didn't realize she was hoping for.

When she heard the loud bang of the door closing, Katy sighed and left the apartment wondering if her daughter's happiness was at stake.

* * *

><p>Music blasted through the headphones into Maya's ears and it made her feel numb for a while. Locking herself in her room was something she learned to accept as a refugee to her messed up world since she no longer had the bay window. Or Riley.<p>

Her drawing soon became an amount of colors on the paper but Maya couldn't make herself to stop and she didn't until she felt a slight touch on her left leg, forcing her to take her eyes out of her lap.

Looking around she noticed Farkle sitting at her bed's feet. It was only then she realized how dark her room had become–the sun had already left the sky, giving place to the black veil of the night.

Maya turned the music off and tossed the headphones aside along with her sketchbook. She recoiled, her back on the bed's headboard also bringing her legs closer and holding her knees against her chest. She couldn't bear to look at him so she focused extremely to the reddish light coming through the open windows, watching silently as the shadows moved around the floor.

She knew that if she allowed herself to look up at Farkle, the tears she so strongly fought back would find their way back to her eyes and another night would be spent with a headache caused by a crying jag.

"What are you doing here?" Maya bit the inside of her mouth, mentally counting the seconds of when that awkward conversation would be over.

Farkle sighed, rubbing his neck and facing the door. "I came to check on you."

"Oh, so now you care?" she raised her brows letting out a fake laugh. "If I knew you'd care that much, I would've cried to you sooner."

Her tone was filled with sarcasm and hurt, exactly like the laughter that came out of her already sore throat. Farkle noticed and it pained him more than he thought it could.

Maya kept staring at the floor even though she knew she was just being harsh to her friend. After all, nobody had cared to know how she was until how, why all of sudden that would change?

If they'd chosen to team up with the perfect-princess-Riley and her stupid smiley face against siding up with her, so be it. She wouldn't care. She didn't, in fact. At least she had something Riley would never have, right? _Lucas._

The bear thought made her feel the taste of its bitterness in her tongue, making her nauseous and despise herself more than ever. It was the only positive–yet completely wrong, she knew that–perspective of things out of this whole situation.

"This isn't fair, Maya," Farkle sighed again, watching the blonde. "You walked away from us! From me. You decided you didn't want me or anyone else doing whatever I'm doing now, for that matter."

He didn't want to get angry at Maya or even sound harsh on her but she was the one that left a hole in his chest, _in their group_, bleeding like an open wound. As much as he loved Riley and wanted to be there for her through those terrible days ever since Lucas made his choice, he still deeply cared for Maya. He thought that being there right now would soften her up a little bit. Maybe he was wrong.

The feeling of repulse made Maya bit her lower lip strong enough to sense the salty taste of blood permeating her mouth. She refused to look at the boy on her feet. He was right, though, and it would be devastating and even so humiliating to admit it.

"What does that matter now?" she replied after thinking about it for a while. The shadows on the floor growing and decreasing as the minutes passed by.

"Everything, Maya," he rubbed his temples in frustration, letting out a soft laughter. "I care about you, I always have and always will. I hate that it all ended this way and what happened between you and Riley. All I want is my best friends back."

The sincerity of Farkle's words struck Maya like a bullet, being enough to finally make her stare at his blue pupils. The anguish in them unleashed the rain of tears on her already blurry retinas.

Maya crawled to his direction, nuzzling up in his arms, involving her body against his with a gasping need of air. She sniffled quietly and Farkle fondled the curve of her back, trying to somehow offer a little bit of comfort he knew she was desperate for.

"I'm sorry, Farkle, I'm so so sorry," she said between sniffles and it was almost impossible to distinguish her words out of it.

"I know, me too," Farkle whispered against her blonde hair.

They sat there in a comfortable silence until Maya released herself from his embrace, only enough so they could sit right in front of each other, allowing Farkle to brush off the tears dancing on her cheeks.

"I don't know what to do, Farkle," she broke the silence. The clear confusion in her baby blue eyes. "I thought _this_ would make me happy, you know? Having someone… Having… Lucas. And it was good being the one chosen, Farkle. It was so good until it wasn't anymore, but…"

"But he's not the right person for you, is he?" the unwarned question caught her off guard and when Maya opened her mouth to answer but closed it instead, Farkle knew what he thought all along was right.

"I really messed up, didn't I?" she threw her hands up in the air. "I messed up and it was all for _nothing_!" the realization suddenly filling her limbs and making her body shiver. If Maya hadn't thought she had feelings for Lucas, none of this would've happened. If she hadn't acted by impulse and accepted so easily his decision to be with her, none of this would've happened. If she hadn't come up with that stupid theory about Riley and Lucas being brother and sister, none of this would've happened. And now she had nothing besides the emptiness in her heart that was in desperately need of being filled one more time.

She had an odd feeling that only one person would be able to do it and maybe Maya had lost _her_ forever.

"No, Maya!" Farkle cupped her face, fixing his deep eyes on hers. "Things are bad the way it is, yes, but you have to stop blaming yourself for wanting to be happy and self-inflect this way, get it?" his voice sounded mandatory and Maya nodded in reply.

"What do I do, Farkle? Please, tell me what I have to do to make this right again," her lips were torn as her eyes sparkled with the water on them.

"I don't know, Maya," he faced the floor. "The only thing I know is that we always tell the truth, no matter what, remember? I know the it can suck sometimes and it's what gotten all of us in this mess in the first place, but if you don't and can't live like this anymore, you have to be honest with everyone. And with yourself."

"With myself?" she raised her brows in doubt.

"Especially with yourself, Maya. What do you want? Is it to have someone just for you? Is it Lucas? Is it happiness? Is it Riley? You got to be honest with yourself before making any decisions you might regret later. That's the only way you'll know what to do," Farkle seemed to think of what he had just said, putting his usual smile on his lips.

"I guess it's worth the shot."

"Yeah, it is. I'm here for you, Maya. And I'm sorry if I didn't make myself clear on that before, but I'm always here. _I've always been here_," he squeezed her shoulder and she opened a soft but small smile.

"I know," she closed the distance between the two of them, holding him tightly in her tiny arms.

"I want you to be happy, Maya, I really do, but I can't stand what's happening between all of us anymore."

"You think she'll ever forgive me?" Maya was afraid to ask, however her mind was screaming to know. _Would Riley forgive her? _Her best friend, the best person she or anyone else could be. Only thinking of her was enough to make her heart sting in guilt. _She_ was the reason her best friend had a broken heart and it hurt like hell. The worst of all, it hurt missing her.

"You know, Maya, I'm a scientist. Although I may not understand love as its whole, if there's one thing I do understand is friendship and _us_. You've always been Riley and Maya, everyone knows that," he knew she needed more to be sure. "She loves you more than anything, Maya and yes, it's been really difficult for her, just like I'm sure it's been for you. Zay and I are doing our best to be there for her, but we're not _you_. She misses you."

"I miss her too," a single tear rolled down to her neck.

"Then do something about it."

"Thank you, Farkle," she genuinely smiled like she hasn't for a long time now.

"I love you, Maya Hart," Farkle pulled Maya for a hug.

"And I love you," she nestled in the curvature of his long neck while he gently stroke her arm.

"Do you have to leave?" he nodded his head a _"no"._ "Would you mind staying for a little bit?"

"Not at all."

They laid on her bed and talked for a couple of hours. The nostalgic feeling was enough to make Maya finally feel like everything would be okay eventually, laughing whenever Farkle would say something funny or well, just being Farkle she knew and adore. He told her all about his relationship with Smackle, the classes they had been attending to and their expectations for the school year.

It was past nine when Farkle finally got up saying he had to leave to finish one of his Science projects. He said goodbye, pecking her cheek and reassuring her once again that she needed to do what she had to and he would support her decision even if he didn't agree with it.

The room was left silent while Maya returned her attention to her sketchbook.

A lot of things were clear in her mind now, thanks to their brief yet strongly meaningful conversation. She had to stop feeling sorry for herself and act forward to find what she wanted. Maya hated what she'd become, what she had done and who got hurt in the process. A year ago, Maya Penelope Hart, would've never done the things she did and it was about damn time to bring that Maya back.

When Maya searched _his_ name on her phone, the courage she no longer thought she had grew inside of her.

_"We need to talk."_


End file.
